
Showing a New Use 
For Candle Wicking 

By RUTH WYETH SPEARS 
VV HEN we last heard of Marty and Bill the curved bottom 
shelf of that old buffet had not 
been used. Well, Bill made it into 
a cornice board for the bathroom 
window, and painted it blue. Then 
Marty went into action on curtains 
to match. 

Grandmother is an expert at do- 
ing old-fashioned candle wicking, ao together they made the tufted 
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fcurtains illustrated. They used 
plain white muslin marked off di- 
agonally in three-inch squares. 
They found the blue they wanted 
for the tufting in a soft string 
type of cotton yam. The sketch 
tells you the rest. The dipping is 
what really turned the clipped 
stitches into tufts; then the cur- 
tains were stretched into shape to 
dry but were not ironed. All this 
about curtains has given Oram 
the most wonderful idea for some- 
thing for a bride’s kitchen shower 
that is coming off soon. It is pret- 
ty clever, we think. Watch for 
it, next week. 

• • • 

NOTE: Many other old-time 
stitches have modem uses. Sew- 
ing Book 2 contains directions for 
42 of these stitches with sugges- 
tions for their use in your home. To 
get a copy send order to: 

MRS. RUTH WTKTH SPEARS 
Drawer IS 

Bedford Hills New York 

Enclose 10 cents for each book 
ordered. 
Name ..... 
Address . 
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RIIIRVI "monthly" pain should find 
• real “woman’s friend7’ la Lydia R. Pink- 
bam's Vacate bU Compound. Try iU 
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There Is r Tide 
Truly there is a tide in the af- 

fairs of men; but there is no gulf- 
stream setting forever in one di- 
rection.—Lowell. 

FIRST CHOICE Of MILLIONS. 
TMFID KlOCT TUOiir.NT 1 11st THEIR FIRST THOUGHT 

FOR SIMPLE HEADACHE. 
JOSEPH ASPIRIN 

Our Faults 
Other men's faults are before 

our eyes; our own behind our 
backs.—Seneca. 

There Are Two Wayi 
to Get at Constipation 
Yes, and only two waya-be/ore 
end after it happen* t instead of 
enduring those dull, tired, head- 
achy days and then having to 
take an emergency cathartic—why 
not KMMP regular with Kellogg’s 
All-Bran? You can. If your oon- 
sUpatton Is kind miiurme have 
-due to laok of "bulk” In the 
diet. For AH-Bran goes right to 
the coast at this trouble by 
supplying the "bulk” you need. 

Kat this toasted, nutritious 
cereal regularly—with milk or 

eream, or baked into muffine- 
drlnk plenty of water, and see if 
your life bat a whole lot bright- 
er! Made by Kellogg's in Battle 
Creek. Xf your oondltion is chron- 
ic, it is wise to ooosult a physician. 

ADVERTISING 
• ADVERTISING 

represents the leadership of 
a nation. It points the way. 
We merely follow—follow to 

new heights of comfort, of 

convenience, of happiness. 
As time goes on advertis- 

ing is used more and more, 
and as it is used more we 

all profit more. It's the way 

advertising has — 

of bringing a profit to 
•vrybody concerned, 
tbm consumer included 

TRAILER GIRL 
By VERA BROWN WNU Sarrio* 

THE STORY THUS FAB 

Klorna Morrow, beautiful blonde Mow York 
1 la stranded In Palm Beech ta bar 
thine suit with only 80 oonts whan bar 

employer. Mrs. Helen Warren, disappears with ear and trailer from a camp where 
she. Buddy, bar son. and Lama had bean 
Jiving. A note Croon Mrs. Warren advises 
L^nn to call at bar Hew York attorney's office Bor bar clothes and wages. She Is 
rescued by Terry McNair, whom she met 
at the beach. She foes to his home, where 
be has a maid provide bar with some of his 
sister's evenlnf clothes. They then go to a 
beech club. His sister appears and a quarrel 
ensues. Lynn accepts the help of a strangar 
to escape. He takes bar to his homo where 
he identifies himself as Raymond (Wild) 
Austin. Hs accuses her of trying to black* 
mall him. Greatly Incensed. Lynn Sees, 
stopping at a coffee shop, she meets a 

Sing artist. Rene Bouchier. who is return* 
to New York by trailer and offers to 

e her there. They enjoy roughing It 
along the road. She finds Rene to be a 
decent sort of a fellow. Lynn tells Rena her 
story. Hs knows McNair and Austin as 
moneyed playboys. The car breaks down. 
They are forced to stay at the Lovell farm* 
bouse during repairs, the Lovells believing 
them newlyweds. The Lovells discover they 
are not married and Insist a marriage take 

Kce. Thera being no way out. Lynn and 
M agree. They decide their marriage Is 

to be one In name only, with a divorce to 
follow. The wedding takes place. 

CHAPTER VIII—Continued 

Rene went out to settle up with 
the garage man and Mrs. Lovell 
began bustling about. 

“Now, my dear, since you’re not 
staying for dinner, I’ve got some 
things together for you to take along. 
There’s pie and plenty of fresh eggs 
end take along some of this canned 
fruit, and there’s homemade bread." 

Mrs. Lovell carried the food down 
to the trailer, while Rene hitched 
on the rejuvenated automobile. They 
said their good-bys, and with deep 
relief the newlyweds started on up 
the road north. 

Hardly were they on to the road 
when Rene grabbed her hand, took 
off the wedding ring and threw it 
out into the ditch. “Damn them!" 
He pounded the wheel of the car 
with his fists. “How could they be 
such fools!" He kept his eyes 
straight ahead. “They should have 
known by looking at you, you’re not 
that kind of person!" 

Lynn felt sorry for Rene, for she 
knew he blamed himself for their 
difficult position. 

“You’re a swell kid, Lynn. If I 
have to steal the money, I’ll see 
you get a divorce. There isn’t any- 
body you want to marry now, is 
there? It may take a little time for 
me to get the cash together." 

“No, there isn’t anybody, Rene." 
It was while they were eating 

their “wedding dinner" that they 
talked, for the last time in many a 
day, about the forced marriage. 

“I haven’t an idea of one word 
that old parson said, Lynn," Rene 
said suddenly, his mouth full of Mrs. 
Lovell’s homemade bread. “But I’m 
making a vow to you right now." He 
held up his right hand: “Never will 
I tell anybody about this whole silly 
thing! It’s between you and me. If 
you find a chap you want to marry, 
step out and marry him. He’ll never 
know from me that you and I were 
virtually stood up at the point of a 
gun and married!" 

“I promise the same to you 
Rene." 

“It might break some boy’s heart 
if he fell in love with you and then 
learned about all this. How’d you 
make anybody understand? We do, 
but nobody else could!" 

“I don't suppose so. I’m a little 
vague about it myself," and they 
went off into gales of laughter. 

"If I’d only had sense enough to 
•ay that you were my brother!" 

Rene laughed. “Yes, we look so 
much alike!" 

mey were moving north rapidly 
and both of them found they were 
suffering from the sudden cold after 
weeks of warm sunshine. They dug 
up all the clothes which the trailer 
offered and wore most of them, but, 
even so, they found it cold. 

“Well, we’ve got a little cash left, 
enough for ground rent for the trail- 
er. I'm going to stay in a new 
camp at the edge of the Bronx for 
the time being.” Rene explained his 
whole financial difficulties. “I fig. 
ure if I have rent paid, I can go and 
try to peddle some of my pictures. 
There's a lot of food aboard, thanks 
to the Lovells. Although that's all 
we have to thank them for.” 

"You'll sell your things, I knowl” 
Lynn said positively. “They’re fine.” 

“Wish I had your optimism. But, 
at least, there’ll be a roof over my 
head—and yours, too—until you get 
on your feet, if you need it.” 

“Thanks, Rene. You're kind. I’ll 
see Mr. Mortimer the first thing. 
Then when I get clothes, I'll go job 
hunting.” 

“You’ve got a place to live as 
long as I have one,” Rene answered. 

As they came closer to New York 
both of them were excited and 
thrilled. It was “home.” 

That night they decided to drive 
on after dark. They were only 100 
miles from New York. 

“We’ll push on. I want to get this 
over with I” Rene said. “There's no 
use our both freezing. You go back 
and lie down. I’ll drive through if I 
can. Then we can pull ourselves 
together and start going places.” 

It must have been well on toward 
midnight when he could see the 
glare of the sky over Manhattan. 
Joy filled his heart. This was his 
town, his life I Deep in his heart he 
knew he had real talent. If he 
could ever click. Maybe then he 
could do something for the sleeping 
girl inside the trailer. 

She should marry some nice guy 
who’d be kind to her, give her a fine 
home. It was addle Rene so 
dreamed along that a late comer, 
hurrying into the city, pushed Rene 
off on to the icy shoulder of the 
road. Rene acted quickly. There 
was a squeak of brakes, a clatter 
of dishes and away they went. The 
other driver was far down the road. 
He did not stop. 

The rear end of the trailer was in 
the ditch and the car at right an* 

gles across the road. Rene, swear- 

ing softly, struggled out of the car 
and rushed back to the trailer to 
rescue Lynn. He found her in a pile 
of blankets, dishes and loose or- 

anges, struggling to sit up and rub- 
bing a bump on her head. 

"Oh! Oh!" Lynn was a bit dazed. 
"What happened?" 

"I don’t know. But we’re in the 
ditch. Are you all right?" 

"I guess so. I bumped my head." 
“Thank the Lord it’s no worse!" 
Rene tried to see whether any 

damage had been done to the trailer, 
but the deep snow hid the rear 
wheels. Then he heard Lynn call 
out to him: 

"Rene! Rene!" 

CHAPTER VIII 

Rene put his head into the trailer 
door. "All right, Lynn? There’s a 
car coming. I’m going to see if I 
can get help." 

A truck came along, and the driv- 
er got out. 

Together the two men looked over 
the situation. Finally the truck driv- 

Suddenly Lynn gasped. The 
check was for $200. 

er got out a chain from hia tool 
box, hooked it on to the front of 
Rene’s car. There was much pull- 
ing and struggling. Finally, with a 
big plunge, up came the trailer on 
to the road. 

It was not until then that he 
stopped and went back to see how 
Lynn fared in the trailer. He found 
her sitting on the couch, rubbing her 
ankle. 

“I think I hurt it,” she said, stick- 
ing out her ankle. It waa already 
puffed up to twice its size. 

"Why didn't you tell me?" Rene 
demanded in dismay. 

"I didn’t realize I’d hurt it until 
I tried to stand on it," she said 
apologetically. She also had a big 
lump on her forehead. 

As they came nearer New York, 
he stopped at a drug store, bought 
some two-inch bandage and took it 
back to Lynn. 

Rene, chilled to the bone, his trou- 
sers wet with snow to his knees, set 
his jaws grimly and drove on. 

It wai a sadly bedragged couple 
who limped into the almost desert- 
ed tourist camp up in the Bronx 
about 2 o’clock that morning. Rene 
unhooked the car and took it over to 
a nearby garage, for he was afraid 
the car would freeze in the bitter 
cold. 

Lynn managed to get a fire built 
in the little stove, and the trailer 
was cozy and warm. But the ankle 
was painful, and there was no more 
sleep for her that night. 

It must have been 9 o’clock when 
Rene finally roused. When he opened 
his eyes his head felt heavy and his 
throat sore. He was burning up. 
But he called to Lynn: "How’s your 
ankle?” 

"It’s pretty sore. But I can hob- 
ble around here.” 

"Then find me some aspirin.” 
"Are you sick?” she asked in ter- 

ror. 
"I’ve got a terrible cold.” 
It was not a cold, but a severe at- 

tack of influenza that Rene had. The 
next week was difficult for Lynn. 
She, herself, could hardly walk, but 
she had to care for Rene somehow. 

The second day he was delirious 
and she tried to arrange to get him 
into the city hospital, but the wards 
were full and they refused him ad- 
mittance. 

The man who operated the trailer 
camp was kind, and his wife helped 
Lynn all she could. They ran er- 
rands, and together they managed. 

"This is homecoming,” Lynn 
thought bitterly as she sat beside 
Rene the first day he was delirious. 
Their money was running danger- 

oualy low, but Lynn was quite unable 
to go to Mr. Mortimer’* office. 

Lynn hunted through Rene's pock- i 
ets and found all the money she 
could. He had paid the rent for a 
month on that first day before he got 
so ill, but they had only $10 left. 
There were medicines to buy. Mr. 
Arthur, the manager of the camp, 
had got his family doctor for Rene. 
Lynn paid him for his two visits 
and the money disappeared. 

On the sixth day Rene was much 
better. Lynn was still hardly able 
to walk, but they had only 50 cent* 
left. 

“I’ll go downtown tomorrow. I’ll 
have to,” she said as she gave Rene 
an accounting of how she’d spent 
the last $10. 

“I’ve got a surprise for you. Lynn. 
Go get my belt.” Lynn brought it to 
him. “See this?” he said as he 
opened up a little pocket on the un- 
der side. There were two $1 bills. 
He tossed them to Lynn. 

“You’ve been a brick. Don’t try 
to go until you feel equal to it. Or 
better yet, take a taxi.” 

Lynn was horrified at such wild 
extravagance. “You could drive my 
car down but you’d have to pay 
the garage rent to get it out.” 

The next day Lynn was able to 
get down to a drug store and she tel- 
ephoned Mr. Mortimer’s office. Hi* 
secretary made an appointment for 
the next dav. 

Lynn came home and began to 
check over the clothes available. 
Mrs. Lovell had given her a dark 
gingham dress, and she decided to 
wear that, one of Rene’s heavy 
sweaters and a blue beret. 

“I look like a ragamuffin,” she 
said as she dressed behind the ging- 
ham screen. 

“You’d look all right in anything,” 
Rene assured her. “I’ve got to hur- 
ry and get well so I can get down 
to some of the magazines and ped- 
dle some of this stuff.” 

Rene was still very weak and sick. 
The doctor spoke to Lynn about it. 

“You should take your brother back 
down South,” he told her. To go 
back to Florida was impossible, 
Lynn told the doctor. If that was 
the case, he warned, Rene must be 
very careful for a long time. 

“He should stay in bed for an- 
other two weeks,” was the ultima- 
tum. 

“If I can get that money and my 
clothes, we won’t have to worry,” 
Lynn said as she put the finishing 
touches on her scant costume. 

The whole place swelled of shoe 
blacking, for Lynn nad tried to black 
the white sandals she wore in Wild 
Austin’s Palm Beach house, what 
seemed to her, ages ago. 

“They look pretty bad,” she said 
in a discouraged voice as she 
brought them for Rene to see. 

“I don't care how they look,” 
Rene remarked, eyeing her handi- 
work, “but I hope you don’t get 
pneumonia. There’s nothing to the 
things.” 

When Lynn was finally dressed, 
she pulled aside the gingham cur- 
tain. 

“How do I look?” she demanded. 
“Fine,” said Rene, but his throat 

contracted as he saw her in the too- 
large blue sweater, the thin Sum- 
mer dress and the makeshift shoes. 

“Well, anyway, I’m respectable. 
Now for Mr. Mortimer.” 

“Be sure and take the bus over 
from the subway at Thirty-fourth 
Street. Don’t try and walk in those 
so-called shoes and buy yourself 
some when you get the money.” 

There was a long wait for a bus 
at Thirty-fourth Street, but soon she 
was being shot up to the fortieth 
floor of the Empire State Build- 
ing. When she came into the recep- 
tion room of Mr. Mortimer s big 
office, she was almost overcome at 
its grandeur. A gorgeously dressed 
woman in silver foxes was sitting 
there. 

Lynn asked for Mr. Mortimer and 
gave her name to tha pretty girl 
receptionist. 

She was ushered into a high ceil- 
inged office with many windows, and 
deep chairs. A man sat at a ma- 

hogany desk. 
“Here is Miss Morrow, Mr. Mor- 

timer." 
“How do you do?" Mr. Mortimer 

held out his hand, took In Lynn’a 
shabby, inadequate clothing. Hie 
conscience smote him, but there was 

nothing else he could do. 
“Sit down, Miss Morrow. My sec- 

retary will bring your suit case. I’m 
sorry I had to put you to all this 
inconvenience, but at the time you 
wired I was not sure Mrs. Warren 
owed you any money. I had not 
had her letter.” 

Lynn nodded. None of this seemed 
strange to her. 

“Where are you living?” he asked. 
“In a trailer up at a Bronx tour- 

ist camp." 
“Will you remain in town?" Mr. 

Mortimer handed her a check. Lynn 
did not look at it at first. 

“I am giving you this on one con- 
dition—that you keep me informed 
where you live. Mrs. Warren liked 
you end wants to get in touch witb 
you when she comes back North." 

“Yes, but I hope to get some- 

thing besides housework to do.” 
Mortimer’s face remained un- 

changing "Maybe I can help you 
to get a Job.” He was frankly sur- 

prised at the girl's apparent beau- 
ty, and he had sudden misgivings 
Was everything as it seemed? 

Then suddenly Lynn gasped She 
looked at the check. It was for $300. 
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GOD’S CARE OF HIS PEOPLE 

LESSON TEXT—Psalm S3 
GOLDEN TEXT-The Lord Is my shep- herd; I shall not want.—Psalm 23 1 

Confidence, contentment, assur- 
ance, safety, security—all words ex- 
pressing the deep desires of the hu- 
man heart—fittingly characterize the 
blessed and beautiful Shepherd 
Psalm which is our lesson next Sun- 
day. 

Here the soul meets God in per- 
sonal, intimate fellowship—in the 
promise of provision for every need, 
deliverance from every danger, the 
assurance of both present and ula 
timate blessing. It has become the 
best known of all psalms and per- 
haps the favorite scripture of moat 
Christians. 

Familiarity may cause us to miss 
the blessing of such e scripture pas- 
sage. To help us to make e fresh 
approach to this Twenty-third 
Psalm, let us follow the suggestion 
of Dr. W. E. Barnes and think of it 
as describing the Journey of life. We 
find that we may go forth 

1. In the Care of s Sure Guide 
(vv. 1, 2). 

Nothing is more important in trav- 
ersing an unfamiliar land than to 
have a competent guide. The Jour- 
ney of life is a pilgrimage through a 
land unknown to us, with its many 
pleasant places, but also its howling 
wildernesses, its pitfalls and its ene- 
mies in ambush. 

"The Lord is my shepherd." If I 
am in His flock He will guide me, 
care for me and give me the Joy 
of green pastures and still waters. 

The expression "maketh me to lie 
down" (v. 2) is worthy of special 
comment—that all too often we be- 
come too busy or too important to 
take the rest we should have, and 
the Good Shepherd has to "bend the 
knee" of the sheep and make him 
lie down, sometimes even by the 
force of sickness, or of trying cir- 
cumstance. Why do we make it 
necessary for our Shepherd to thus 
deal with us? 

II. With Every Need Provided 
(vv. 3-5). 

We ere e needy people, constant- 
ly dependent on the loving provision 
of our God. Dr. J. H. Jowett Bays 
that man has three enemies: (1) The 
sin of yesterday, from which he can- 
not get away; (2) the temptation of 
today, made more powerful by the 
pressure of the clever and insidious 
seducer, Satan; and (3) the fear of 
death which awaits him tomorrow. 
Good Shepherd, wilt Thou meet 
these mine enemies for me? “Yes,” 
comes His answer through the 
psalmist. 

For the sin of yesterday there is 
the restoring of the soul. Every- 
where the power of God is evident, 
restoring that which has been de- 
stroyed or broken down, healing the 
wound; but nowhere is it more evi- 
dent or blessed than in His restora- 
tive ministries to the soul. He 
cleanses from sin, gives peace 
through His Word, joy through a 

hymn or a bit of poetry, comfort in 
the fellowship of a friend. 

For today—“He leadeth me in the 
paths of righteousness for his 
name’s sake.” The world offers 
many by-paths, and makes them 
seem to be the right way, but my 
heavenly Guide will lead me in the 
way of righteousness. This He does, 
not because of any merit in me, 
but for His own dear name’s sake— 
for “the praise of the glory of his 
grace” (Eph. 1:6). That cares for 
the need of today. 

But tomorrow, or on some tomor- 
row, I must go the way of all flesh 
and (unless Jesus comes) I must 
“walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death.” Even there I need 
"fear no evil.” The Good Shepherd 
is as much with me in the dark and 
swelling wsters of that valley as He 
was with me “beside the still wa- 
ters." Little wonder that this psalm 
has been the comfort of tens of thou- 
sands of believers in Christ as they 
have passed through that valley. 
Why will anyone do without this 
Christ, who is the Good Shepherd 
(John 10:11)? 

Every need finds its full satisfac- 
tion: enemies are discomfited, the 
oil of gladness anoints our heads, 
and our cups run over as we go on 

HI. To a Destination Certain and 
Blessed (v. 8). 

Not all who set out upon a Jour- 
ney reach their goal, but the Lord 
has never lost one of those entrusted 
to His care (John 17:12). Goodness 
and mercy through all the days of 
our lives would lead only to ultimate 
disappointment if they did not bring 
us to the Father's house. 

In that house there are “many 
mansions” or abiding places (John 
14:2) prepared for us by our Lord. 
We know we shall come to that 
blessed journey’s end with safety, 
because Ha will bring us there, to 
go in and out no more forever. 

To study such a lesson is to cre- 
ate the desire in one’s heart that 
all men should know about this Good 
Shepherd, to be brought into His 
flock. Reader, do you know Christ 
as your Saviour and the Shepherd of 
your soul? If not, will you not come 
to Him now by faith? 

By VIRGINIA VALE 
(RtlNHd by w«(t«rn N*wipup«r Union.) 

THERE’S never a dull mo- 

ment at Big Bear, Calif., 
these days. No sooner did 20th 
Century Fox’s “Brigham 
Young” troupe finish work on 

location near there than Mono- 
gram’s ‘‘Queen of the Yukon” 
moved in. 

The town has just one im- 

portant street, and it’s 
jammed nightly with bearded 
extras (whose beards earn a 

living for them) and members of 
the cast. Irene Rich, Charles Bick- 
ford, Melvin Lang, Dave O’Brien, 
and June Carlson are in the lineup. 

Melvin Lang and Dave O'Brien 
had to stage a fight the other day; 
in preparation, Bickford spent sev- 
eral days teaching O'Brien how to 
avoid injuries. But—when Director 
Phil Rosen called “CutI" O’Brien 
fell to the ground, and the company 
doctor found that he had a broken 
rib. He'd been too much excited 
to remember Bickford's instruc- 
tions. 

-*- 
When young players in Hollywood 

get discouraged they remind them- 
selves—and anyone who'll listen— 
that it takes just one good picture 
to make a star. 

“Look at Pat O’Brien in ‘Front 
Page’,’* they’ll say. “Look at Cary 
Grant in ‘Topper’—Shirley Temple 

IDA LUPINO 

in ‘Little Miss Marker’—Errol Flynn 
in ‘Captain Blood’—May Robson in 
‘Lady for a Day.’ ” 

Another name has been added to 
the “Look” list—It’s that of Ida 
Lupino, who did a nice job in “The 
Light That Failed” and has won her 
spurs as a result of her “mad” 
scenes in Warner Brothers’ “They 
Drive By Night.” She’ll co-star 
with John Garfield in “East of the 
River.” 

-*- 

We may have another Rogers- 
Astaire picture, if RKO can And the 
right story for it. Fred Astaire is 
free-lancing at present, and Ginger 
is booked for three pictures, one of 
them being a picturization of the 
very popular novel, “KUty Foyle.” 
But some time next year they may 
be dancing together again. 

-*- 

Herbert Moulton has a new Idea 
for screen entertainment, and he 
hopes you’re going to like it. After 
six months of hard work he has 
finished an abridged version of 
“Love Me Tonight,” starring Maur- 
ice Chevalier, Jeanette MacDonald 
and Myrna Loy, and originally re- 
leased in 1932. It will run just 45 
minutes. 

Other old-time successes being 
considered for streamlining are 

“Design for Living,” “The Lives of 
a Bengal Lancer,” “Night After 
Night,” and “One Hour With You.” 

-«- 

Hetty Field left the stage for Hol- 
lywood a year ago; In that time 
she's played four big parts, so dif- 
ferent from each other that she’s 
the envy of all the other young ac- 
tresses. In "What a Life!" she was 
the nlee high school girl who was 
Jackie Cooper’s sweetheart; In "Of 
Hlee and Men" she was the sultry, 
amorous young woman who attract- 
ed Lon Chaney Jr. In "Seventeen" 
she was a giddy young siren, and 
In "Victory," her latest picture, 
she's warm, tender, understanding. 

-*- 
Three years ago Ralph Edwards 

hitch-hiked from his home in Oak- 
land, Calif., to New York for a Job. 
A couple of weeks ago he returned 
to his home in a plane. These days 
he’s so busy that, when he decided 
to take a six-week vacation, five 
other announcers had to be called 
in to sub for him. 

Six months ago he turned up as 

creator, director and master of cere- 
monies of his own program, the hi- 
larious "Truth or Consequences." 
It was tried out on four eastern sta- 
tions, and soon will be launched on 
WEAF in New York. 

-*- 

ODDS AND ENDS Geraldine Fitz- 
gerald return! to the trreen to cottar 
with George Haft in “South of Suet" 
Ijookt at ij Charlie C ha pi in't “The Dic- 
tator** would be relented about the middle 
of September Sutanna Fotter hat a 

gold pouder hot which, when opened, 
playt "Fight on for V. S. C.”—given her 
by the baryt of the Vnivertily of Southern 
California’% band, who worked with her 
in “There't Magic in Mu tic” Tyrone 
Power will do a teriet of picturet hated 
on lalet about Zorro, the California 
bandit hit current one, “The Cali- 
fornian, it a re-make of the old Douglas 
Fairbankt “The Mark of Zorro.“ 

DESIDES being a most attrac- 
tive addition to lawn or garden 

In herself, this cute little sunbon- 
net girl has practical features too. 
The parasol trellis she holds is 
Ideal for climbing flowers and 
vines. Cut the girl from plywood 
or other thin lumber with jig, cop- 
ing or keyhole saw, add the trellis, 
then paint according to the direc- 
tions given on pattern Z9112, 15 
cents. General cutout instructions 
accompany this pattern. Send or- 
der to: 

AUNT MARTHA 
Box 1M-W Kimii City, Mo. 

Encloae IS centa (or ooch pattern 
deal red. Pattern No. 
Nam* ... 

Address ... 

Centenarian Must Have 
Grieved Over Wasled Life 

It was a great day for the vil- 
lage when the oldest inhabitant 
celebrated his hundredth birthday. 
And the excitement grew intense 
when it Mas learned thnt a news 

paper reporter had come in search 
of an interview. 

After various questions, the an- 
swers to which were prompted by 
fond and anxious relatives, tha 
press representative asked: 

“And now, tell me what you 
would do if you could have your 
time over again?” 

There was a long silence while 
the old man thought. Then he 
said slowly: 

“I think I would part my hair 
in the middle I” 

Free Miml 
I’ve been a great deal happier 

since I have given up thinking 
about what is easy and pleasant, 
and being discontented because I 
couldn’t have my own will. Our life 
is determined for us; and It 
makes the mind very free when 
we give up wishing and only think 
of bearing what is laid upon us, 
and doing what is given us to do. 
—George Eliot. 

Valuable Book 
That is a good book which is 

opened with expectation and 
closed with profit.—Alcott. 

PM WWW COMFORT — PLUS SAVINS OSC 

Kent Blades i^s&ST'sS 10c 
Busy Hangman 

If lying were a capital crime, 
hangman would have to work over- 
time. 

CHICAGO INDUSTRIES 
WILL BUY YOUR 

MATERIALS •PRODUCTS 
Sell to Industries in the greet 
Chicago area through an estab- 
lished sales representative. 

We Con All Be 

EXPERT 
BUYERS 
• b bringing ua buying IwfocmoHon, ea 
to prlcea that ora being asked f»f 
wbef we Intend le key, end ea to Mm 
q»»«Wty we eon expect, Ike advertising 
cohnwna of Ihb newapoper perform e 
worth while service which saves ea 

naay dollars o year. 
• W e good habit to form, the hebtt 
of eonsvtttng the advertisements every 
lime we moke a purchase, bough we 
hove already decided feat what we 
went and where we are going to boy 
It. It give* os Ike moat prtceleaa feehng 
In the world the feeling ef being 
adequately prepared. 
• When we go Into o afore, prepored 
beforehand with knowledge ef whet b 
offered and at what price, we go o* 
on expert boyar, filled with eoH-een*- 
denee. It la o pUoaent feeling to have, 
*e feeling of adequacy. Moat ef «»e 
•mhopplneaa In be world con be Ironed 
to e lock ef Ms feeling. Thea edver- 
tlalng ahowa another of Ita manifold 
focet*—dtow* Itself ea an old toward 
making a« our bwdnete relationship* 
more aeevre and pieorant. 


